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The Most Pecalt
1" N the (irst days of the twentieth centurya woman will be placed on trial

for her life at Chattanooga, Tenn.
Her plea will be not that she is innocent,

but that the man she killed had insulted
her.
"Oh, I hare been treated like a dog!"

This is the burden of her defence'.
Less than three months ago this woman

plunged a farce comedy from merriment
i*ito terrible tragedy.
Telegraph wires from one end of the

country to the other repeated the name of
Julia Morrison.murderess.
On September 23 the Opera House at

Chattanooga held 1,500 people, who had
crowded there for the first night of a

merry, rollicking farce comedy. They came
to It laughing gayly, chatting lightly. They
left shuddering, trembling, agonized by a

irigntrui spectacle, nuequuneu 111 uic annalsof theatrical history.
In a single instant they had seen Frank

Leiden, leading actor of the "Mr. Plaster
of Paris Company," sent to his death by a

beautiful woman, whose entrance, holding
a smoking pistpl, they had applauded
\ ehemently.
When Julia Morrison, in the role of

"Irene," glided out from the side scenes, a

vision of shimmering yellow satin, and when
the shot from her pistol thundered above
the din of music and the buzz of voices, the
audience looked approvingly. There was

in her attitude a sincerity of purpose, a

strength of manner that commanded attention.
They watched intently Frank Leiden as

he sank with what seemed to them realistic
agony upon one knee.
Th'ey greeted with enthusiasm the commandingfigure or1 the woman who approachedhim with panther tread and arm

uplifted. With unerring aim she fired three
-7 ndt.

uuit-a.

"Good shot!" shouted some 0110 in the
gallery.
And amid a thunder of applause Frank

Leiden, disguised as Abinadab Biuks, fell
prostrate and bleeding.

"Is there a surgeon in the audience?"
cried a member of the company from the
stage. Then, for the first time, into the
minds of that gay public was borne the
consciousness that the farce comedy bad
been turned into a tragedy.
Beautiful Julia Morrison's stern face took

upon it the look of an avenging angel.
She defended herself briefly. "I did it

to save myself," she said. "He had a

cane In his hand. He intended to strike
me. lie lifted it. He murmured an insult."
Julia Morrison had taken tlic law Into her

own hands.
"Why did yon not complain?" she was

asked.
"There are certain conditions (hat drive

a woman to despair," she answered. "The
conijta'iy had witnessed Frank Leiden's 3ninanuorto me. Many of then had

him threaten me. But my cars
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'ar Photograph Eher I
alohh had hoard hhn plead for kisses, an

when they were refused only I knew tin:
the insults wore Inflicted as punishment.
"Oh, 1 haye not yet told my story to th

public. They shall hear it at my tria
They will learn that my heart and feelinp
had been trampled upon; that I had bee
abused, cursed and reviled simply becaus
I would not descend to the level to whle
it was sought to drag me. When, after a

this, I saw that Mr. Leiden was about t
strike jne with a cane, at the same tim
applying the vilest epithets.I.I.defende
myself.''
This is the nature of the plea which J ill 1

Morrison, in her cell at the county jai
reiterates day by day.
Chattanooga discusses the murder in it

streets and its clubs. It is a topic of ai
irt onlnns nnrl in kitchen:

There is no mystery to be solved as in th
Molineux trial. There are over a tbousnn
people to testify that the woman, Juli
Morrison, shot the man, John Leiden.
But why?
She Is young, beautiful, attractive. Sh

is in the beginning of her career, possessin
a personality that promises in the futur
every success. She has a husband, Free
crick Henry James, who was trarcllin
with the company. Why did she not appet
to him?
There are women in Chattanooga, an

they are by every evidence not in the m

nority, who uphold the woman's act. "Sli
was goaueu to (lfsptrauvu, uic.v i3nj

appeal to her husband would have moan

a duel, perhaps. Why should she endaiige
the life of tile man she loved for a scour

drel? He was a villain and his insults ha

driven his assassin mad."
Possibly it is to these women that Jull

Morrison owes the luxury of her presen
existence. The word luxury sounds ir

congruous when one knows that she is i

n cell in the Chattanooga County .Tail. P»v
there are cells and colls, even as there ai

rooms and rooms.
The original furnishings of nine piiso

cells out of ten consist of a cot, a ehai.
tin washing utensils and possibly a rug. N(
so this one.

It is commonly known as hospital ce

No. 15. Once upfrn a time it was drear
and bare and dreadful with its iron barre
windows and doors. But when Miss Morr
son filled It it beenme the abode of
heroine.
School girls leave notes for her in tl

morning as they go to their lessons. Thes
accompany flowers that give the plat
somewhat the look of a conservatory.
Prominent people have called upon h<

to express sympathy. They have don
more. They have asked permission to sen

furniture befitting the home of a lady. Si
instead of plain wooden chairs there aj

upholstered .armchairs, a convenient writin
table, curtains to shut out the unpleasai
iron bars.
"I have granted permission for all this,
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d said Sheriff Bush, who is in charge, "heitcause Miss Morrison is so nervous and the
popular sympathy is so largely in her

c favor."
' "When her women sympathizers believed
Is they had made her eotpfortable, Miss Mornrison timidly made of them one more reiequest. It was one tiyrt touched them
II deeply. She asked for a cross to hang on
11 her wall and a prie dieu to kneel upon.
0 The picture printed here shows her as
*-" sue spentis uours pray<LLig uuu iu luijin:
<1 her enemies and to absolve her for the

crime that was forced upon her.
11 As the time is set now, on January 4 Julia
'' Morrison will go to her trial for the murder

of Actor Leiden.
s The prosecution complain that she will
' be brought before the jury more as a heroinethan as an assassin, and it is predicted
li that it will be almost Impossible to get an

^
unprejudiced man to serve.

If they could they would keep Julia Morrisonout of the court room. They fear the
e splendor of her eyes, the pathos of her face.

£ They believe that she will exert the same

e magnetism upon judge and jury that she
1- has upon prison officials and philanthropic
g women. v

rwi e ... it
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that she might be allowed to go to the thedatre occasionally, and It was granted that
i- she should have the companionship of a

e dog if some one would furnish the pet.
u Within twenty-four hours after it had been

M School of
a ?
it> JK* KS. JESSE W. WILLIAMS advol-\ jy\ cates the opening of schools for

* matrimony,
it < Mrs. Williams is a pretty young matron
c ?of six years' standing, whose married life
>has been as calm as a lake becalmed, as

n Sjoyous as the morning, and she would have
r, call marriages as successfu1 as hers. There)ttforesne would found schools for matri>mony.Mrs. Williims lives dozily at No.
11S185 East One Hundred £nd Seventeenth
y sstreet.
d < "I wish I might open a school for rnatri

i-^mony here and now," she said, "but that
a >ig impracticable. I want, however, to Interestothers in the plan, and I will do
ie sevorything in my power to further it."
ict Mrs. Williams would have schools of matsgmmonyconducted after the plan of college
^settlements. She would have different dein/norfmon+ca r>f»nr/l n cr fri thp flffP flTlfl nppfls

ie ?of the students.
d > There should be a school in every crowd),jed district for the city, easily accessible
e (for those who desire to attend. "There
g (should not be a downtown sehr-d for upltJ town students, nor the reverse,' dd Mrs.

> Williams. "The political dist ts might
" be followed, for instance, and ere might
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used of Murder.
made known that she woifld be allowed this
privilege one hundred people offered the
loan of their animals.
Julia Morrison, awaiting trial for the murderof Frank Leiden, Is a queen in Chattanooga.
She is credited with most extraordinary

will power, commonly called magnetism.
Those who know her say that she is capableof winning over any one, even the prosecution.if she is so determined.
On that memorable evening, which will

live in the memory of many of Chattanooga'sbest citizens forever, when she committedmurder, her extraordinary magnetismwas made evident.
At first, when it was discovered that she

nau Kuioa ner companion. every one turnea

from her in loathing. She was execrated,
reviled, as she stood looking out upon the
confused, struggling mass of humanity that
seemed to potir down upon the stage from
every part of the house. In one hand she
held the smoking revolver, indisputable testimony,if any were needed, of her guilt.
She was intensely pale, intensely quiet.
Suddenly, when some one spoke to her,

she sprang to her feet, her frame shaken
with convulsive sobs, a frightened, most
womanly little woman.

"Please, please save me!" she cried, appealingto the policemen who had rushed
In. "I am so frightened!"
Her sobs penetrated into the heart of the

?rowd, and women there sobbed with her.

matrimony tM
be a school for every ward."
Mrs. Williams would have the schools

for matrimony include all the branches of
household or mental or moral science that
go to make up domestic happiness.
In the category of virtues that go to

make up a good wife Mrs. Williams includes:
How to cook.
How to sew.
How to take care of children.
How to preserve your health.
How to preserve your beauty.
How to get on with your husband's and

your own relatives.
How to keep your servants.
How to receive pleasantly the unexpected

guests your husband brings home "without
a word of notice."
How to be kind, though frank.
Tfnw to keen no secrets from vonr hns-

band and to keep them from every one
else in the world.
IIow to economize without being niggardly.
How to hold your tongue when your husbandis angry.
These and many more matrimonial arts

Mrs. Williams would have taught in the
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They crowded about her at that moment
and listened in sympathy to her sad little s«
?n/«Ahn,A«l. ^4> V> r\ rrr C-Vv/-» V» o/I 4 T>

suited, goaded to despair and madness. el
A murmur of sympathy arose for the

golden-haired woman who confessed in lit- bi
tie broken sentences that she had been
cursed, abused, beaten. u;
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schools for matrimony. > b.
She would have every pupil live by theses

rules which she long ago set down in her< h
journal as the ten marriage commandments.? w

Doh't forget that your husband, thoughj
your husband, c

has rights that you arejg
bound to respect. <
Itemember that, if you are tired and cross? a

when your husband comes home, he Is prob > o

ably just as tired and just as cross. S s;
He amiable, for amiability tempers allt y

situations. (
Don't make it your constant pastime to;n

dissect your mate's character. ? b
Or, if you persist in the dissection, search)

for virtues Instead of flaws. Bo blind tot
each other's faults and keenly awake to< ^
each otner s virtues. e v

See to It that you are the most inter-) 0

esting person in the world to your husband* a
or wife. That is the waj| It started in the? g
courtship days and, if theTe is a change, it? i]
is usually your own fault.
Combine romance with practicality In> t'

equal parts in your lives. We need sentit
ment. Practicality is the meat. Sentiment?
is the condiment. s,

i.et his or her wish be supreme.
Don't wrangle for the sake of the "last? n

word." That is a despicable victory. h
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Never for a moment did Julia Morrison
?ek to deny her guilt.
She confided it to every one like a little
liid among friends.
She won 0:1 that night the crowd that
at an instant before had despised her.
It is predicted that if Julia Morrison goes
pon the witness stand she will surely be
?qui'tted. It Is safe to believe that her at-

>11 her own story.
She will tell of her life of suffering and
egradation, of how she concealed the inal'tsshe was subjected to from her husandbecause she feared bloodshed.
"For months," she has said in defending
ersetff, "I have carried a pistol because I
as afraid to go about unprotected."
This she will tell the jury with her
reat eyes turned in pleading to them.
She will tell them in tones exquisitely
lusieal, with the enunciation and manner
f a well-bred woman, that the dead actor
aid to her, "If you will kiss me I will lec
ou alone!"
She will describe how a refined woman

lay be made to suffer, to endure torture,
efore she will speak.
Julia Morrison will tell how she went
o the Opera House on the night of the
agedy with the intention only of conferring
I'ith I.ciden about his abusive treatment
f her ami how she took her pistol merely
s a protection in case of danger, and
nally that when she shot it was.to save
er own life.
She will swear that on the afternoon of
hat very day Leiden had abused her and
hreatened to kill her.
Slio will tell the jury in melting tones
hat she was crazed with fear by threats
nd then roused to a frenzy by insults too
orrible to be repeated.

CTRESS.
J, |jcIjls

-zrv~?

>Q
\

A «.

,^-sj3 «TV\

I
i I

:! :
-

I :
;
;: II :

, :
'

;^ '

Ht ;

V* a?I
J l *

>4^°^ LEI DEN
'<30oc«a^^rH E MURDERED MAfif
The prosecution is urged to make every

effort to hare Miss Morrison convicted by
Gebrge J. Antz, of 'New Orleans, brother-'
In-law of the dead actor, and a man of
considerable influence there. He Is secretaryof the Board of Control of the New
Canal and Shell Road at New Orleans.
Julia Morrison will be accused of de-

iiDerate ana. prenreuitwieu iuuiuer.

She will be called vindictive, bad tempered,jealous.
She will hear that she could not act and

that her victim was only gentle and kind
in bearing with her as -t>ng as he did.
She will hear her character reviled and

her victim's defended. Foh .all this ordeal
she is trying to brace herself up. but she
is none the less reported to be in a sadly
nervous condition, inclined to bo hysterical
and intensely imaginative. Frequently she
cries out: "Oh, why did I not kl.'l myself
instead!" And then she murmurs pitiful
little, excuses.
"You see," she explains, "it seemed 10

me a vindication, of myself to shoot him, to
show all those who knew how he had insultedme that I was not a coward; that I
would bear it no longer, no matter what
the consequences."
Again suddenly she will seem to become

dazed and cry out as if she were laboring
under some wild hallucination:
"Oh, help me; help me," she will escream.

"There he is! Look, look; he is coming
toward me! Oh, what shall 1 do?"
Miss Morrison's sympathizers have grave

fears as to her being able to bear up under
the terrible strain in store for her, and
therefore they are petitioning that she be
f-iren overi- sort of Inxnrv.

By her terrible act she is to-day regarded
as the most interesting person In Chattanooga.


